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Everything was ready. For us the excitement mounted until it
was almost unbearable.

And on Saturday, at about midnight, Marian telephoned from
Philadelphia, "Must we really go through with this?"

For Marian it had been a difficult time. The denial of the Hall,
then of the school auditorium, was a painful shock to begin with.
And then the storm of protest that swirled about her innocent
head, welcome as it was for the sake of principle, violated all her
personal needs for privacy, serenity, peace. I have said it before
and it bears repeating: Marian has not the instincts nor the tem-
perament of a fighter. And when, through no fault of hers, the
issue arose and the fight was on, she was as uncomfortable as one
might well be at the center of a cyclone. Willingly as she did her
part in the service of *her people, she would far rather it had been
some other, someone who could enjoy the fight.

And so on the eve of her greatest concert she telephoned in a
state of actual fright to ask whether we really had to go through
with it.

But when we took her from Union Station to Governor Pin-
chot's house, with the sirens of a police escort shrieking through
the quiet Sunday-morning streets, she was calm and ready. At
the Governor's, she changed to her concert gown and quietly
glanced over her music once more, while the police captain stood
on the sidewalk nervously counting the seconds ticking by. We
drove to the Lincoln Memorial in a trance of hushed expectancy.
As she walked beside me along the roped-off aisle and up the steps
to the platform, where great men and women of America stood
to honor her, the arm which I took to steady her was steadier than
my own. She raised her eyes once to the great bronze figure with
so much sorrow in the deeply lined face. Then she turned to the
people who had come to hear her and to pledge by their presence
there a faith in the rights of man.

There were 75,000 of them. To describe a crowd of 75,000 men
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